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which peopled the walls, and all those contacts
of horrible wings. . . , Ugh! from what hideous
nightmare have we escaped ?
It is the enchanted hour of these regions, the
hour when the brazier of the sun is extinguished,
and the evil dew has not begun to shed its
moisture. In the immense glade, defended
by moats and walls, in the middle of which
the temple is throned, one has a feeling of
complete security, notwithstanding the sur-
roundings and the proximity of the great
forests. The tigers do not cross the bridges
of stone, although now the gates are never
shut, and, save for some curious monkeys, the
beasts of the forests respect the enclosed park
where men dwell and sing.
And the long causeway is there, stretching
before me, whitish in the night, between the
dark tufts of the bushes scented with jasmine
and tuberose. Without aim, I begin to wander
slowly over its flagstones, getting further and
further away from the temple, hearing less and
less distinctly the song of the monks, which
by degrees dies away behind me into the
infinite silence.
I wander on and on until I reach the water-
lilied moat, with its bridge guarded by the
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